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practised eating this way, I lack dexterity. So he gave
me a cocoanut spoon to eat with, smiling and talking
between whiles. You can imagine nothing more beauti-
ful than his smile. I had cocoanut milk to drink, whitish,
like cow^s milk, and delicious to which he had himself
added a few grains of sugar.

(< When I finished, I was still hungry, and he knew it
and ordered more. He knows everything, and when
others pressed me to eat fruit when I had had enough
he stopped them at once.

" I had to apologize for my way of drinking. He
only said : "Never Mind." The Hindus are particular
about this. They never sip or touch the vessel with their
lips, but pour the liquid straight into the mouth. Thus
many can drink from the same cup without fear of
infection.

'( Whilst I was eating he was relating my past history
to others, and accurately too. Yet he had seen me but
once before, and many hundreds in between. He simply
turned, as it were, on clairvoyance, even as we refer to
an encyclopaedia. I sat for about three hours listening
to his teaching.

" Later on I was thirsty, for it had been a hot ride,
but I would not have shown it for worlds. Yet he knew,
and told a disciple to bring some lemonade.

" At last I had to go, so bowed, as we do, and went
outside to put on my boots. He came outside too and
said I might come to see him again.

"It is strange what a change it makes in one to have
been in his presence!"
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